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threaten at every turn. Through the narrow and
filthy streets young noblemen, flown with wine, storm
at midnight. When a robber chief is nailed through
the hand to a door, his devoted followers hew off his
arm and set him free. They capture girls for ransom,
and sell them to panders. When one is troublesome,
they propose to sew her up in the paunch of the yet
living ass, and expose her to the mid-day sun. One
of the gang, disguised as a bear, slays all his keepers,
and is himself torn in pieces by men and dogs. All
the band are finally slaughtered or flung from precipices.
Gladiatorial beasts are kept as sepulchres for criminals.
A slave is smeared with honey and slowly devoured
by ants till only his white skeleton remains tied to a
tree. A dragon eats one of the party, quite cursorily.
What with bears, wolves, wild boars, and savage dogs,
each step in life would seem a peril, were not the cruelty
of man more perilous still. Continued existence in
that region was, indeed, so insecure, that men and
women in large numbers ended the torments of anxiety
by cutting life short.

And then there were the witches, perpetually adding
to the uncertainty by rendering it dubious in what
form one might awake, if one awoke at aU. During
sleep, a witch could draw the heart out through a
hole in the neck, and, stopping up the orifice with a
sponge, allow her victim to pine in wonder why he felt
so incomplete. With ointments compounded of dead
men's flesh she could transform a lover into a beaver,
or an innkeeper into a frog swimming in his own vat of
wine and with doleful croak inviting his former cus-
tomers to drink; or herself, with the aid of a little
shaking, she could convert into a feathered owl utter-
ing a queasy note as it flitted out of the window.